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there was nothing good enough for him. This was a
matter of conscience. Had he possessed less he would
have accepted what was going, and saved himself
further trouble. No one would have blamed him.
No one would ever have known anything about it.
He could have installed himself in some fairly peaceful
spot where he had a fair view of the sector, and just
carried on. Quite a lot of people would have done
so. And thought none the worse of themselves. Not
so Reggie. Unable to satisfy his requirements behind
the battle line, he decided to convey himself and his
truck as far forward as he could get.

Driving along the road in the direction of the
attacking infantry, he encountered the Second-in-
Command (now the O.C.) of the 2nd North Ridings,
who inquired where he had established his O.P.

" Here/1 replied Reggie, " in the truck. I think
I can do better if I get a bit closer to your line."

"Fine idea ... if you can dodge the dirt. It's
coming over pretty thick."

There was no need to tell Reggie this. A couple of
shells had burst in a field to his left only a minute
before, and the air sang with bullets. He got into
touch with the Battery Command Post and informed
the Major of his intentions. The Major was not
enthusiastic. He foresaw the truck knocked out, all
the trouble of sending out a new F.O.O., and a lot of
valuable time wasted thereby.

" Be damn careful what you're up to," he said.
" There's no point in doing anything foolhardy."

"Wouldn't dream of it, Major," Reggie replied.
" This is strictly business."

He proceeded along the road, turned off at a junction
on the left, passed through the infantry reserve line
lying behind a hedge, and a little farther along parked
his truck in dead ground under a slope. Then, alone,
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